GARLAND / 


NEW SONGS. 


God Save the King. 


Rule, Britannia. Mo ed 


The anne VVV | 
General Wolfe. | 
The T rumpet | Sounds a Victory, 


\ 


8 LOA 


9 
7 


| Newcastle upon Tyne; 2 IS 97 
Printed by J, Marſhall, in the Old Fleſh-Market. 


W * may alſo be had, a large and curious Aſortment 
ud Sage. HU TEN e e Se. | 8 8 


God Save the King. 
o ſave great George our Kin g. 


Long live our noble King, 
 *  Ged ſave the King! | 
„ Send him victorious, 
Happy and glorious, 
Long to reign over us, e 
God fave the King! r 


* 0 Lord; our God, e "Wi 
| Scatter his enemies, Ee | 
And make them fall: | | 
© Confounttheir politics 
we Fruſtrate their knaviſh tricks „o 
On bim our hearts we fix, - TS foe FM 
| 57 0 fave vs all. 58 | 


hy choiceſt gifts i in bens, eee ne 2; l 

On him be pleas d to pour, 
>. Long may he rein!?! 
"= Ma. he defend 6ur laws, | - - 8 
An ever gi ye us cauſe, B27 gs AI } 


Jo - 
Cod fave the King! 5 


4 


4 


* 
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Oh 1 grant him long to . 
3 and unity, | 
1 increaſe® 5 5 


May he his ſceptre's a 
All loyal ſouls bey, . 
Join heart and voice, huzza! 


God ſave the King! 


wh Dit ev'ry latent foe, 
From the aſlaſſin's blo We. 
« God ſave the Lg! „ 
© Yer him thy arm extend, 
© For Britain's ſake defend 
* I Father, Prince, and Friend. 
E God {ave the King!” | 
1 1 
: Rule, Britannia. | 
HEN Britain f rit,. at Th eaven 2 


command, | 
Aroſe from out the azure main: 115 


1%is was the charter, the charter of the 


A 2 
And guardian Avigcls fas this ſtrain: 
Rule, Britannia, Bri irannia rules the waves, 
For Britons never will be llaves! 


The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Mult, in their turns, to tyrants fall, 


Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt Bean 


great and free, 5 | 
The Arend 0m envy. of chem all. 3 
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af") Still more re majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, .-+ i = 
More deadtul from each foreign Aroke, 
As. the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies 
Ser ves but to root thy native oak. 
ö : 
>. The haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 
Zh ill but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, I. 


15 a And work their woe and ay renown, . 
111 I. o the belong the rural reign, | 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, q 
2 All thine ſhall be the ſubject main, | 
And evry more! it circles thine. 
1 = 6 


1 he Mules ill, ind freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair, I 
hleſs'd ule !. with beauties, with match. 

5 5 lleſs beauties crown'd, 
dad ae hearts to gu the fair! 
ö a! 330 | * 


The Mabie Em! 2 


'R AE'the. Grampian hills will the 4 ear 

1 hear it, 

„An' liten to Not un the hephert's plain tale; 

8 8 north win' is blawing and gently will bear it, 
 Puvarnilb's and te, o'er hill and 0'er dale, 


8 ES, 8 


A len Lon on it reaches, at court er receive 5 : Fey 
Like a tale you may read it, or like a- ſang Tak, * ph. 

Poor Norman is eaſy, but you may believe it, We. 
I'm fifty years Shepherd, you" re fifty a King! 


our Jubilee now, wi my ain I will mingle, 
For you and myſel twa fat lambkins Ii flay ; . 
Freſh tazt J will lay in a heap on my ingle, 
An' wr my auld neebors I'N rant out the day: 
My pipes that I play'd on lang tyne, I will blaw them, 
My chanter I'll teach t:: lilt over each fpring ; 
My drones to the tine Vilround an' 1602d thrawthem, - 
I'm fifty years Shepherd, you” 16 fifty. a King! | 


) The flocks o Zrea: Nene ve've lang weel attended, 
The flocks & great Yritain demanded your care: 
Fraethe tod ar' thewolt they*ve been ſaugly defended, 
And led to frelt; paliures, freth water and air; 
My flocks I have led day by day ofer the heather, 
At night they around me ha'e danc'd in a Bog; 
| I've been their prote tor wr toul and fair weather 
h- I'm fifty years Shepherd, vou re 8 a ge 


Their fleeces I've ſhorn frae the cauld to protect me, 
Their fleeces they gave, when a burden they grew; 
When leas'd frae the ſheering, their looks did relpect 85 
me, > A 
So the flocks o' great Britain ail looks upon ou: 
They grudge not their monarch a mite o their righes, 5 1 
Their active induſtry is aye on the wing: — . 
Then you and me, fire, I think are twa matches, 
I'm EL years 1 you're fifty a a : 


Ooh wi' my „ f. . fire TY. 2 you «7 your aubjedis, 
735 2 On that fe {tive day we'll both gladly rejoice ; 
Our tua hoary heads will be fu” O' new projects, 
o pleaſe the leal vaiſals that made us their choice 
BL: Wo ſweet ips o hay I will treat a' my weathers, 
Il! hhe juice o' the vine to your lords you will bring 
er ., Thereſe they ha'e for us is better than brithers, 

£8 8 = Pa filty years Shepherd, you're fifty a King. 


* My crook I will dreſs in the relics o- ſimmer, 
My faithfu' auld Colly ſhall had that blythe morn; The 
=— » And to my wee cabin un welcome each comer, 
I'! be friend that hath plenty and ſtranger fortorn; 
1 Vou'll ſure do#the fame, tho? nobody broach it, 


Ve've plenty o? beef, butter, labſters, and ling ; = 
And rowih o' Muſicians to ſtrike up the crotchiet, 

I'm filty years Shepherd, you're fifty a King! 
1 live i the cottage where Not val was bred in, a h 


You live in the palace your aiceliorsrear'd ; 
Nae gueſts uninvited due come io our weddin', 
: Nor tuthlets invaders pluck us by the beard ; 
| Theu thanks to the illadd we live in, where ſhipping 
5 A 5 15 Skim round us atreait, or like geeſe in a firing; 
Then ſafe I can ſay, as my broſe I am lipp ing, 
em fifty years Shepherd, vou're fifty a King! 


Bur a! Royal George, and al! humble Notman, 
' Life to us baith now draws near to a cloſe! 
ru year's far awa* that was our natal hour, man 
The tifne's'at our elbow that brings us re poſe: 
kus e' en let it come, ſire, if conſcience acquit us, 
A ſigh frae our boſom death never ſhall wring; 
: HE 12 A may the next Jubilee amang angels meet us, 


LN . nel Dail the ee and v. orthy auld hae. 


gt 


„ : | | 
I 1 General Wolfe's Song. 
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ice TOW ſtands the glaſs around? © 
-” | For ſhame, you take no care, my boys! 
ae | "How ſtands the glaſs around ? 
Let mirth and-wine abound ! 
The trampets ſound, ' . * 
„vn; he colours now are lying, boys, 
To fight, kill, or wound; 
ml May we full be found, : 
» Pontent with our hard fate, my boys, 
On the cold ground! 


Why, ſoldiers, why 
hould we be 3 boys? 
Why, ſoldiers! hy? © 
Whoſe buſineſs 'tis to die! 8 
T3 i What! ſighing! fie: 
ill fear, drink on, be jolly, boys, 
'Tis he, you, or I, — | 
Cold, hot, wet, or dry; 
n, NVe're always bound to follow, boys,! 
And ſcorn to fly! 


. 


»Tis but in vain, 5 4 „ 
mean not to upbraid you, boys, 3 
Iis but in vain WW 
Por ſoldiers to complain: "Fg a A 
oui nest campaien 
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\ SITY | Sed: us to him who made us, boys, 
- * We're free from pain; 


But if we remain n ö 


3 A bottle and good company, 
„ | : Cure all again. 


1 | The Trumpet 3 a Victory. 
E was fam'd for deeds of arms, 


. a ] She, a maid of envy'd charms; 
Now to him her love imparts, 


Wet One pure flame pervades both hearts; 
ne 5 - Honour calls him to the field, 

| I 55 Love to conqueſt now muſt yield; 

S8 Sweet maid ! he cries, again I'll come to thee, 
When the glad trumpet ſounds a victory! 


Battle o now with fury glows! 
Hoſtile blood in corre flows; 
His duty tells him to depart, 
Bri Sb. e preſs'd her hero to her heart, 
And ao the trumpet ſounds to arms; 
Ami the claſh of rude alarms, ... 3 
Sweet maid ! he cries, 8 


2 


i He with Wye aud .conquell W 
Both ſubdue his mind by turns; 
* Death the ſol&ter now enthrallis! 4 
Wich his wounds the hero falls“! 

Ne be, diſdaining war's alarms,” | 
ND "Le = Rulh'd, and-cayght him in her arms?— ĩ 
Fes — 4 0 death] he cries, thou rt welcome now to me? 
3 . bark the trumpet 7 a r 1 4} 
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